THE FARMER: AUGUST

TO THE LADIES IN GENERAL

Having bought out the entire interest of the rmllme:ryr
ore, formerly Griesinger & Co. and wh:ch will hereafter

known as the

- STRATFIELD MILLINERY, 1227 Main St

will now selleout the entire millinery stocks of Trim-

"'ed and untrimmed hats also the trimmings,

flowers,

plumes, wings, ribbons, etc. at less than 25¢ on the dollar
A Few Special Bargains For To-day.
TRIMMED HATS

50.00 HATS,
$0.00 HATS,

$3.00 HATS, SALE PRIGE 48C
$5.00°HATS, SALE PRIGE 736

SALE PRICE  36C
oALE PRICE §1.48

It will cost you nothing to wear a new hat to finish
.summer season, you can use the trimmings over again
which will be worth more to you than the price you pay

‘the hat.

Grvc us a call now and in the future.

WHEN IN NEED OF A PRIVATE
" DETECTIVE TELEPHONE 963
NATIONAL DETECTIVE AGENCY

time by the forelock and get one winter

ma‘mmﬁnﬂn&w You'll save time, money and perhaps

mgtveusyonroﬂ&rnowforyourwinm
kntzy good opur coal is.

Down Towr Office ]
154 FAIRFIELD AVENUE

Try Sprague s Extra

E et LERIGH COAL

e 6RADE
COAL J|¢
B oo Spraguelee&Coal Co

East End East Washington Ave. Bridge
Telephons 710
GBEGIIIW & GO, Setebushed 1847
" |COAL]|_ 5™

:C AL and

Stratford Avenue
r, Grain, Hay and Straw,

WOOD

WHOLESALRE
and RETAIL

; BERKSHIRE MILLS.
ABSOLUTELY
COAL 6UARANTEED

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE

t installed, and we invite customers to call at our yard
see it in dperation. Coal is advancing in price each
h at wholesale and must soon advance at retail.

DO NOT DELAY ORDERING

" WHEELER & HOWES,

[N 8T. Yard, East End Congress Street Bridge

‘ygxmeinastmmtn worth selling is

“Drop In Any Time™

One of the pitfalls of friendship is
the standing invitation. It is easy and
plessant to say: ““Come whenever you
like, my dear! We shall be delighted
to see you at any time; don't stand on
ceremony—come whenever you are this
way."” But let those who receive such
invitations beware. It stands to rea-
son that an unexpected wvisit cannot
always be convenient—the hostess is
in the midst of something or other and
“not fit to be seen,” or her husband
has rushed home to take her out some-
where and she would rather go than
stay at home and entertain her dearest
or the luncheon or the dinner

is a makeshift—very nice, so far as
the family is concermed, but not ex-
actly suitable to set before visitors.
The hostess tries to be n.leo, but can't
help showing her vexation or embar-

thing indefinable in the atmosphere
and §s accordingly constrained, and
every one is uncomfortable. Yet peo-
ple still go on giving and accepting
standing invitations.—New York Trib-
une.

From Bad to Worse.

A gentleman was admiring his pl-
geons the other afternoon when he
heard a curious “thud” and saw one
of bis birds drop from a window sill
to the ground.

Turning round, the gentleman was
just in time to see a small boy in the
lane drop a catapult and run.

After a short chase the eculprit was
caught.

“You young scoundrel!” ejacunlated
the angry owner of the pigeon. ““What
do you mesan by coming and shooting
my birds?”

“Please, gir, I didn’t mean to do it,”
whined the captive. “I—I didn’t shoot
at the pigeon.”

“Come, come,” sald the gentleman,
“don’t make matters worse. I saw the
bird fall, and if you did not aim at it
how came you to hit it?”

“Please, sir,” blubbered the boy, “the
plgeon got in the way. I—I was aim-
ing at the winder.”—London Tit-Bits.

Boulevard and Esplanade,
Both “esplanade”™ and boulevard” are
military terms by origin. The original
“bonlevard” was a bulwark or horizon-
tal part of the rampart, and an ‘“esp!
nade” was originally the glacis or slope
of the counterscarp of a fortified place.
A writer 200 years ago noted that the
word boulevard was “now chiefly tak-
en for the vold space between the gia-
cis of a citadel and the first bhouses of
a town;” hence its extension to other
“void spaces” suitable for promenad-
ing. The old French “esplanade™ was
defined by Cotgrave as “a planing, lev-
eling, evening of ways™ from Latin
“explanare,” to smooth or flatten out,
whence the English
and “explanation.”

Exact Reansoning.
Here is a bit of exact reasoning on
the part of a Ittle schoolgirl. The
teacher wished to impress the ijdea of
the wrong of idleness. He Jed up to It
by asking who were the persons who
got all they could and did nothing In
return. For some time there was si-
lence, but at last the little girl, who
had obviously reasoned owt the answer
inductively from her own home experi-
ences, exclaimed, with a good deal of
confidence, “Please, sir, it's the baby!"™

flis Objeect.

“1 can recommend you to a good law-
yer.™”

“All right, but don't let him be too
good. I'm trying to conduet my busi-
ness so as to keep out of jail, not so as
to go to heaven.”—Houston Post,

The Start.
Judge—Were you present when the
trouble started between the man and
his wife? Witness—Yessir. I was at
deir weddin’, ef dat’s whut yo' means,
sah —Philadelphia Bulletin,

The Oaly Safe Place. —
“Oan you lay this carpet so the chil-
dren won't wear it out?”

“Where shall I put it, madgm—on the
roof 7' Harper's Baszar.

rassment. The guest perceives some-|
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CHAPTER L
The Man and the Mystery.

“#~ome, dear old chap, cheer up! It
surely Isn't so bad as zall that!”

“Bad? It couldn't be worse! I'm
ruined! But I'm not thinking so much
about myself.”

] know, old fellow. TYou're thinking
of her,” I sald in a low volce, deeply
sympathizing with the man who sat
there broken and dejected before me,
“But how 4ald it all ha.ppen? You're
usually so very smart.”

‘““Yes,” replied Gough, bitterly; *I
know I ecan be—too smart, perhaps, to
suit some people. But I thought that
fellow a gentleman, and trusied him!"

“Ah! few men are gentlemen when
it comes to the obtalning of a con-
cession which means a fortune,”™ I re-
marked. *“Garshore was no exception,
it seems.”

“He calls himself one,” my friend
sald in a strained wvoice. “Fortunately
I have mever set myself up on & ped-
estal. I'm what the world calls by a
hard name—an adventurer. I llve by
my wits, Phil," he went on, bitterly, |
speaking betwesn his testh, “and In
the past I've lived well, and have had
nothing to complain about.” *

“My dear old chap.” I s=said, "“you
are no more of an adventurer than
any other business man who spends
his life abroad looking after conces-
sions and openings for the employ-
ment of British capital in industrial
enterprises. Half the millionalres in
JPark Lane are; at Feart, adventurers,
if the truth be told.”

*Cvh, yes, I know all about that!™ he
exclaimed, impatiantly. “You're al-
ways trying to whitéwash me. Why?
Because, Phil, you're my best friend.
Jf T get hard up for a2 pound I come
to you.™

‘“Well—and you've always pald me
back, haven't you?”

*Yes. Buat you, in your position. may
one day find it a bit awkward when it
is known that we are such close
friends. Supposing I was arrested one
d‘y?n

“Well, T hopse you won't be, Granny.
It won't come to that—I feel sure.”

My frlend shrugged his shoulders
and tossed off his glass of ligueur
brandy at a gulp.

“Who knows?' he exclalmed. *“I'm
broke now, Ralston, and I've lost
Myra. Therefore let the future ke
care of Itself. For myself, I have
none—none.” i

“Rubbish!” I ejaculated 'with more
force than politeness. “Myra you—
loves you still. If you are just a little
bit hipped: what does it matter? Al
will come right again before long,
mark me. And if youm want a few
pounds to get along with, you know
whom to ask, don't you?"

Granville Gough tossed away the end
of his “Bogdanoft,” his pet brand of
Russian cigarette, withou:x one of
which he was scarcely ever seen, and
stured straight before him scross the
great noisy well lit forelgn cafe, the
din and clatter of which almost drown-
ed our conversation.

To the world he was & mystery. How
he lved, or where he lived, nobody
knew. About thirty-five, stout, broad-
shouldered, good-looking, with fair
hair which an Inciination to curl,
a pair of blg, merry blue eyes, and a
blg, clean-shaven face full of good
humor and bonhomle “"Granny"” Gough
was known In every capital of Burope.
His full name was Cerald Granville
Gough, hence his intlmates called him
“Granny.” No man in the whole of
Burope wa.s more of a cosmopolitan,
and surely no man more popular
among a certaln set—a rather go-
ahead set. I freely admit.

In the bar of the Catham, In Parls.
where Johnnle so ably presides; In
that of the Grand at Stockholm, at
the Angletree at Copenhagen, the
Palast at Hamburg, the Hungaria at
Budapest, t Grand at Belgrade, the
Pera  Pala at Constantinople, the
Boulevard at Bucharest, or the Cecil
in London, one had only to mention
the name of “Granny” Gough to call
forth a chorus of inquiries: “Where is
the dear old chap—one of the very
best! A bit of a crook, perhaps, but,
by Jove, he never did a shady action
toward a woman or a pal!"

His cqnfession to me, which I have
just related, took place one evening
about eighteen months ago in = cafe
in the Iittle known Roumanian capital,
Bucharest, where quite unexpectedly I
had come acrogss him again the smart
but extremely expensive Hotel du
Boulevard.

As fellow-cosmopolitans we had been
friends for quite a number of years.
Our first meeting, I remember, was In
Brussels, at the Grand, long ago. He
played 4 firgt—<class game at billlards,
and I wondered what counld be his na-
tionality. He spoke French, German,
Norwegian and Italian with equal flu-
ency, while his English had just the
slightest tinge of American accent. A
born cosmopolitan evidently, his smart-
ness in dress was undeniably Engilish,
for only an Englishman c¢an dress
properly. Yet there was something
tabout him that I put down as Scandi-
navian. 'Why, I cannot tel.

My f{irst friendship with him arose
from a curious circumstance. A cock-
ney tourist accused him of cheating at
cards. I was sitting at the table while
they were playing, and on the accusa-
tion being made I defended Gough.
with whom I hiad never until that mo-
ment spoken a word.

A quarrel ensued—a serious  fracas
indeed. The police intervened, but I
took the part of the unknown and per-
haps rather shady Englishman. I de-
clared that he had not been gullty of
cheating, and his frlends and the po-
lice believed me.

Next day he called at my hotel, grip-
ped my hand warmly, thanked me and
added:

“T don't know you, sir.
don't want to know me. But I like to
meet a white man like yourself. You
kEnow nothing about me, and yet you
were unprejudiced! Now it's over, I'll
tell you the truth. I didn't ¢cheat, but
one of those curs did—the Frenchman.
I spotted him and held my tongue.”

“W‘hy?"

“Because that young Londoner had
talked sq big an hour before, I thought
it would teach him =a lesson,” he re-
plied. *“But,” h¢ went on “please un-
derstand that T don't put myself down
as very stralght. I get my money
where I can—you understand? And
I'm» only here to thank wou, and to
assure you that Granny Gough never
forgets a service.”

Such was the beginning of a curious
acquaintanceship—a friendship that
hage lasted through years. That Granny
was an adventurer every cosmopolitan
who reads this strange chronicle of
events is well aware, Men who, llke
myself, knock about in odd corners of
the continent know him well They
find him always immaculdtely dressed
sgeated in a2 cane chalr In the bilg
courtyard of the Cecil In London to-
day, and a week later he will be seen
supping at Ciro's in Monte Carlo, at
Capsa’s in Bucharest or at the Her-
mitage in Moscow.

Dozens of times we met in the years

remembered

Perhaps you
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Englishman,
Amerlcan.

In more than one capital his extrava-
gance In llving and his substantlal tips
to hotel servants, cabmen and the like
earned for him the reputation of an
American millionaire.

And it was as such I had now found
him in that bright little capital of
Roumania—Bucharest—the town of
Pretty women and of handsome men.

At the Hotel du Boulevard, one of
the most chle on the continent, and
where, as the gourmet knows, the
sterlet is alwmys done to perfection,
even better tban at the Hermitage In
Moscow, Granny Gough occupied a
first-floor suite. - His Inggage consist-
ed only of & hat box end a couple of
suit cases.

There were rare occasions, he once
confessed to me with a wink, when it
became more convenient to abandon it
than to pay his bill

Indeed, s0o well known was he that
in many of the best hotels in Europe
he had only to wealk into the bureau,
announce his departure, and say: ‘

“I'll pay when I come back again.,”

The proprietor, or manager, would

and d{requently as an

bow, well knowing that if Granny gave |

hiz word to pay a bill he would do
it even if years elapsed.

Though an adventurer pure and
simple, he was curiously encugh the
very soul of honor. Meanness had
no place within his heart. If he pit-
ted his wits against sharp men of
business and won, well—it was only
what was done in the city every day.
He never took advantage of a poor
man and for any one in straits he al-
wiys had ready a franc or two.

1 had, however, never geen him so
dejected as on this night.

He had, it seemed, been in Rumania
for the past six months, endeavoring

.to obtain from the government a con-

cesalon for a big American syndicate
of some oil wells recently discovered
at the foot of the Transylvanian Alps.
‘By the expenditure In secret commlis-
sions of the greater part of the money
he possessed he had brought the bus-
iness up to the point where the con-
cession was about to be signed by
the minister of the Interior.

For him this would mean a com-
fortable {income for Iife and what
was. far more, marriage with that
sweet-faced girl, scarcely out of her
teens, whom he loved so truly and so
well, Myra Stapleton lived at home in
Yorkshire, the daughter of a small
country sguire, while her cosmopoli-
tan lover traveled constantly over the
face of Europe, scheming always to
obtain sufficient funds to marry and
with one goal In vwiew, Myra—and
honesty in the future.

1 was one of the very few—perhaps
indeed, the only person—who knew the
tsuth of Granny's - love romance.
Myra, among other” things, believed
him to be a wealthy man, and fear-
ing to lose her by undeceiving her,
he had been compelled to sustain the
fiction.

“Yes,” he was saying in a low,
hoarse vice, in tones I could scarcely
hear amid the din and clatter of the
cafe and the weird stralns of the
Tzigane band, “this means, Phil, that
I'va lost Myral. I must write and tell
her—tell her the ghastly truth.”

“Be patient, my dear old fellow,"”
I urged. “Don't do anything wash!
You've been in many a tight cormer
before, you know, and have always
wriggled out. Why shouldn’t you do
s0 a 18

“ngiun:a. to do is ofl  business
I've not only spent eVery sou Ipos-
sess, but I've also borrowed money
which I can't repay,” was his re-
sponse.
“But you'll pay It mme day. Al
your creditors trust yo :

“Not for the ampu:nt I now owe."”

“Tell me, Granny, how has all this
coma about?’ I asked. “I know all
that’s passed between you and Mpyra.

Recollect- we were together -when we

first met her and her father.”

“Ah, yes' sighed my friend. “I re-
member only tooe well. I loved her.
Phil, from the very first moment we
met, ©Oid Stapleton believes me weal-
thy, otherwise he'd nevaer have allow-
ed me to pay court to his only daugh-
ter "

‘“He doesh’t know you a.re secretly
engaged-—eh?"” I asked.

*“Certainly not. How Jcould I, & mere
adventurer, go to him.”

“Don't use that word adventurer,
Granny,” I protested. “I don't like it."

*Weil, It's the truth—and the truth

nerally ugly!”
h"%eut hog di‘d this fellow, Garshore,
manage to get the concession over
vour head? Have you known him
iong?"”

“About six months. Met him first
in Berlin, at the Xaiserhof, and
thought him a gentleman. He came
here, we often went out toget‘har. and
in response to his artful questions I,
like a fool, told him what I was af-
ter, He said nothing, but a week lat-
er left Bucharest. In a month he was
back ‘agalin. ‘He'd been over to Amer-
fca in the meantime and returned as
agent of a blg group in New York
and with a substantial credit at the
Bank of Roumania. While posing as
my friend and going out with me
every evening, he was working against
me irn secret—working in a low-down
wWay. .

‘How 7"

“By bribing a lady friend of the
Minister Soutzo— a lady who he found
was becoming rather obnoxious to his
excellency. The person in question
went yesterday to the minister it ap-
pears, and told him that if the conces-
sion were slgned in Garshore's favor
gshe would sign an agreement to leave
Roumania at once—and never return.”

“And that's what has happened?” I
remarked, surprised.

~Exactly. Garshore has his conces-
sion and I'm left out in the cold. I
suppose, Phil, 'm a fool,” he added.
*“I knew the woman . had influence over
his excellency, and I could, had 1
wished, have acted exactly the same
as he has done, and made a clear sixty
thousand pounds by it.”

“No, Granny.,” I said, “you're not-ra
fool. You tried to do the busineas hon-
estly and uprightly, and you falled, as
many a good man fails, by endeavor-
ing to run s t. But depend upon
it his money won't ‘benefit him  very
much.”

“No. I suppose it won't, after all”
my friend sald reflectively. “She's a
clever woman s Lydia Popescu. Gar-
shore fancles he's played his game
well, no doubt, but he doesn’'t know
the pretty Lydia—as I do.”

“Oh! tell me about her.
esfed.” I urged.

But the broken man shook his head,
remained silent., and slowly lit another
of his pet Bogdanoffs.

CHAPTER II.
'Mid London's Lights.

A fortnight had gone by.

I, Phlilp Ralston, found myself back
agein in dear, dirty old Londegn. My
pied-a-terre—when I was not traveling
—was on the hub of the universe, for,
to be exact, I had a tiny flat, consist-
ing of a sitting room, bedroom., bath-
roony and a cupboard-like apartment
called a kitchen, in Talbot House, St.
Martin's Lane—within a stone's throw
of Charing Crosa.

Though a thoroughbred cosmopolitan,
Iike my friend Granny Gough, I was a
Cockney, born and bred. My father, a
city merchant, had, on his death, left
me with a comfortable inecome, and for
o good many vears I had spent my life
in erratic journeyings to and fro be-
tween the channel and the Urals.

It was a warm. July mnight, and I
was seated with Granny In one of
those cane armchairs in the courtyard
of that coloasal hotel, the Cecil, in the
Btrand. He was smoking in dejec-
tion, watching {dly the coming and go-
ing of the thousand or so guests, most-
ly strangers in London.

To be Continued.)

I'm inter-

The Kind ¥Youn Have Always Bought, and which has been
in ase for over 80 years, has borne the signature of
and has been made under his pese

sonal supervision since its infanay.
All Counterfeits, Imitations and * Just-as-good* are bub

Allow no one to deceive you in this. -
What is CASTORIA

Mrhis;ha.mlm substitote for Oastor Oil, Pares
goric, Drops and Soothing Syraps. It is Pleasant. I$
contains nefther Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotie
substance. Its'age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms
and allays Feverishness. It eures Diarrhoea and Wind
Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipaiion
and Fhatalency. It assimilates the Food, regulates the
Svomach andl Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleeps
The Onildrea’s Mother’s Friend.

cenuine CASTORIA A'&.WA'I'.

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always

In Use For O\rer 30 Years.

T E ETREET, BEW YORR OrTV.

JOHN F. FAY, ZIAmrmmave

High class Furniture, Draperies and Novelties, re- oo
stering and reﬂnmhmg furniture, Slmdas and Om‘phﬂ!l#
grea.t variety.

1l kinds of bedding
kind !n New England.

THE GERMAN MIRROR MFG.CO.

Removed from 1766 Main 8St. to 747 East Main St,

" We do silvering and re-silvering 1 glasses in
all branches, also picture framing. We call for and deliver,
Our workmanship guaranteed. Drop us a postal at

74T EAST MAIN STREET

Mmm-ﬂ_&m ‘!‘healllymd.
-h.

BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING Co.,

102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC m
California Port or Sherry, 75 cents per on.
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine vﬂ
Fuil quart Sherwood Rye , $1.00. :
Cooking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale and Lager Beér.
Free Delivery. Telephone 264-3§

THIS MEANS YOU! |
A POINTER

-

How To Improve Business

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
MODERN BUSINESS, IS A SELECT
AND WELL-PRINTED ASSORT-
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
«“A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
PANY HE KEEPS.” THE SAME
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

The Farmer Publishing Co.

Book and Job
Printers ....




